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He knew well how frightened he was, for his fear totally
transformed, as they stood there at the bottom of those steps,
the normal processes of time and space. His fear had the effect of
making each single second, each tick of the eternal watch in the
pocket of the Creator, transmute itself, like a vision in a magician's
mirror, into a shifting impression that was composed of space as
well as of time. The "space" of this transmuted experience, this
vision over which a psychological magnifying-glass was being
projected back and forth with every breath he took was the
trodden grass and clinging mud of the fair-field; but the time-
element in these magnified fear-seconds extended itself so far
beyond the present as to throw a magical desirableness over both a
past and a future that were free from the engrossing panic of the
moment. He was even able, while his feet were still on the steps
of the caravan, as much did the nervous fear he suffered extend
the content of the passing seconds, to tell himself a story about
living in unruffled peace forever, with the "eidolon" of his wife
visiting him daily while both Wizzie and Thuella melted into
thin air.
But they were both on the top step now; and with a quick
knock, just such an one as he had intended, and a quick turn of
the handle, he opened the door and they both went in. He
couldn't see Wizzie at first glance, for she was sitting cross-
legged on the floor with her plate on her lap; but when Old
Funky and Mother Urgan rose from their seats he saw her, and
their eyes met, and he experienced for the second time that
impression of recognition—there was no other word for it—as if
he had known her time out of mind. In that one look he knew
that he had been right, he knew that all his other thoughts, his
recoils, his hesitations, all the recent flutterings of the rational
soul within him, had been but ripples on the surface of his being.
All this passed in a flash; and as soon as it had passed his
mind felt clearer, more formidable than it had felt since she
had said to him that morning: "I will be your woman." It was
only by degrees, after they had begun talking, that he took in
the exterior appearance of things. Wizzie wore nothing but a
cotton "slip," not over clean, and as she stared at them above
the bowl on her lap she kept making childish attempts to pull
her garment over her ankles with a thin white arm. A strong
light from somewhere—he couldn't remember afterwards
whether it came from the stove or from a paraffin lamp—made

